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SHIP S CRIME BLOTTER 

16 MAY - 29 MAY 

• 18May- Our librarian would like to 
inform a rogue calligrapher that Mr. 
Dickens was indeed paid by the 
word and homestyle editing of his 
works is not necessary. 

• Experiments with the Snowy 
Sheathbill have shown them to have 
an appetite even healthier than our 
Marines. They have consumed: 
penguin guano, line grease, 2nd Lt. 
W—’s gold braid, and several 
buttons. In this case it is not the 
bird's actions that warrant this 
criminal note, but that, despite its 
rapacious appetite, it has thrice 
refused to consume a ship’s biscuit. 
This surely reinforces the argument 
that our expedition has been 
criminally maligned in its 
provisions. 

• 23 May - A rash of penguin 
burglaries seem to be linked to a 
love quadrangle. However, this 
reporter suspects the penguin-lady 
at the center of the question is more 
criminal mastermind than star- 
crossed lass. The lady is, at least, 
enjoying her spoils of war and may 
be easily distinguished by the 
captain’s hat she carries and refuses 
to be parted from. 


• The Captain's Steward is to be 
commended for bravery in field 
reporting in obtaining this 
information and is recovering from 
his injuries in sick bay. 

• 27 May - The “dead ice” reported 
discovered is so named for its lack 
of glacial movement, not for the 
souls of dead sailors trapped forever 
in its embrace, according to the 
Captain. Since he is a man of 
science, the crew is advised to take 
his word on it. 

• On a related note; puns are not 
crimes and the Captain cannot be 
reported for them. Yes, even the 
one about the lesser of two weevils. 

Crew members are invited to contribute 
to the fortnightly crime report by giving 
detailed reports to the hatchlings nested 
on the bowsprit’s figurehead. 

- ABS J. S. Moore 
(@justastormie on tumblr) 


A Song in Honour of the 
Newest Member of the Crew 

What shall we do with the kidnapped 
penguin, 

What shall we do with the kidnapped 
penguin, 
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What shall we do with the kidnapped 
penguin, 

Early in the morning? 

[Refrain ] 

Weigh hey and up she rises, 
Weigh hey and up she rises, 
Weigh hey and up she rises, 
Early in the morning. 

Feed it the fish from the surgeon’s 
specimens, 

Feed it the fish from the surgeon’s 
specimens, 

Feed it the fish from the surgeon’s 
specimens, 

Early in the morning. 

[Refrain ] 

Give it a hat and call it ‘lieutenant,’ 
Give it a hat and call it ‘lieutenant,’ 
Give it a hat and call it ‘lieutenant,’ 
Early in the morning. 

[Refrain ] 

Pour it a tot of the captain’s whiskey, 
Pour it a tot of the captain’s whiskey, 
Pour it a tot of the captain’s whiskey, 
Early in the morning. 

[Refrain ] 

Smuggle it home in a box of lichen, 
Smuggle it home in a box of lichen, 
Smuggle it home in a box of lichen, 
Early in the morning. 


[Refrain ] 

What shall we do with the kidnapped 
penguin, 

What shall we do with the kidnapped 
penguin, 

What shall we do with the kidnapped 
penguin, 

Early in the morning? 

-H. (@handfuloftime on tumblr) 


An Ode 

O tangled hair, 

O mangled hair. 

O! I long, 
for your crinkle, 
corn tassle hair. 

O prickly heather hair, 

O ruffled feather hair, 

My love to thou, 

atop stormy weather-brow. 

That only my comb, 

should find its work and home, 

in the crop from sweet Irish loam. 

- Tom Bowline 
(@justastormie on tumblr) 
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The Peglar Papers 

Blackened lips and rotting gums fall away 
to leave the teeth, to leave them rattling 
in the wind 
Hungry hands 
Desperate hands 

Skeleton hands reach across the dry 
limestone, grasping for salvation even 
after death 

The boats lie overturned, cracked open, 
disemboweled, strewn about to reveal a 
hollow shell for corpses to huddle in 
(In life they’d heard the ice was so cold it 
burned: in life, they wished it would 
burn) 

In the pocket of a dead man lies his soul: 
his dry, worn and torn soul, written out 
with pen and ink 
He writes not of hunger, 

Nor pain, 

Nor grief, 

Nor death, 

Nor cold, 

For his soul is none of these things 
His soul is song -- or his soul was song-- 
And something howls 
Something howls out on the ice 
Something sings of suffering 
Something sings of the inevitable 

- Andy Terry 

(@aconfusedwriter on tumblr) 


Villanelle 

I wrote to you, but did not want it read — 
My thoughts too tangled for a face-to-face 
Discussion, yet too hot within my head 

To coil, neat as rope. It has been said 
That people leave their mark upon a 
place 

Which count of years alone can never 
shed — 

I wrote to you, but did not want it read, 
That here the frost lies on me, bright as 
lace, 

That snow has different dreams, that in a 
bed 

To coil, neat as rope, it has been said, 
Brings heavy visions in its close embrace 
And sleep akin to one already dead. 

Here where the winds the traveller’s 
tracks erase 

I cannot see the way my thoughts have 
led 

Except to disappear — and leave no trace 

But this I wrote, and did not want it read, 
To coil, neat as rope, and go unsaid. 

(@thestarsarewiththe voyager) 
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A Review of Thursday’s 
Disgraceful Production of 
Hamlet 

Thursday’s amateur production was 
a disgrace to the name of the Bard- 
unwatchable, unutterably dull, and a 
travesty from beginning to end. This 
critic remained unimpressed 
throughout. Particularly disappointing 
was the performance of one Timothy 
Beech as Ophelia, who failed to bring 
the requisite grace and pathos to the 
role. He must be banned from the stage 
forthwith, or else we suffer the 
foundational collapse of the sanctity of 
British theater. 

The only bright spot in this half- 
digested bit of gristle of a production was 
one John Wellsmith as the leading man, 
Hamlet, who brought such a stirring 
nuance and profound depth of emotion 
to the role that this reviewer was moved 
to tears. The ship’s company has 
stumbled upon a true thespian in the 
midst of such rancid mediocrity, and we 
certainly hope to see Mr. Wellsmith 
elevating future productions. It is 
regrettable that Mr. Beech’s Ophelia 
cannot help but be overshadowed by 
such artistic greatness - it would seem 
that Mr. Beech’s acting career is 
simply... not to be. 

- J.W. (@clockheartedcrocodile) 


A Review of Thursday’s 
Spectacular Production of 
Hamlet 

Thursday’s community production 
of Hamlet was rousingly well-received by 
the whole company. Stirring orations 
were delivered by all actors, particularly 
one Timothy Beech in the role of 
Ophelia, who brought to the role a 
natural dignity, heart-rending sincerity, 
and a fine head of hair. “Ophelia’s” 
singing voice in particular elevated an 
already magnificent performance into the 
truly sublime. 

Regrettably, the only smudge upon 
this otherwise glorious tribute to the Bard 
was one John Wellsmith in the role of 
Hamlet, who smothered the other 
performers with a black stain of 
mediocrity. His monologues: disgraceful. 
His poise: nonexistent. This reviewer was 
less than impressed. Hopefully we will 
see Mr. Beech continue to tread the 
boards in all future theatrical 
productions, while Mr. Wellsmith’s 
ambitions towards stardom are left 
bitterly in the dust. 

- T.B. (@clockheartedcrocodile) 
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Arctic Prayer 

When I sailed along the waves 
Of the Mediterranean sea, 

Waters as smooth as oil and blue 
As the sky; I thought I would 
Never see a finer sight 

When I peered out the flap 
Of my tent in Timbuktu, a land 
Desolate and void of life, my 
Heart at peace, I thought I would 
Never know myself as true 

\ 

When I gazed upon the columns 
Of the Parthenon, the sun reaching 


Its zenith atop its century-old 
Arches, I thought I would never 
Feel so close to the divine 

But here in this bleak place, 
Night sides ablaze and the cold 
Seeping deep into my marrow, 

I had fortune enough to find 
The nevers I long thought gone 

Where a false step dooms or 
A wrong grasp maims, is also 
Where I could whoop and shout 
And, in the sparkle of the fog, 
Hear God’s own breath. 

- Nyan de plume 
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The Penguin Puzzle 

Only the words shown here in are in the puzzle. Those letters NOT used for any 
of these words also form message. Can you guess what it is? 

Penguin Genera 

Pygoscelis adeliae 
Spheniscus demersus 

Pygoscelis antarcticus 

Aptenodytes forsteri 

Eudyptes sclateri 
Eudvpte s pachyrhynchu s 

Spheniscus mendiculus 

Pygoscelis papua 
Spheniscus humholdti 
Aptenodytes patagonicus 

Eudyptula minor 
Eudyptes chrysolophus 

Spheniscus magellanicus 

Eudyptes chrysocome 

Eudyptes schlegeli 

Eudyptes robustus 
Megadyptes antipodes 

There are two distinct “groups” of Rockhoppers, and some argue that they constitute 
separate genera. The Southern Rockhopper’s scientific name is Eudyptes chrysocome , and 
the Northern Rockhopper’s scientific name is Eudyptes moseleyi, or Moseley’s Penguins, 
is also included in the puzzle. 

Penguin Families 

“The Great Penguins” - Emperor and King (+2 extinct) 

Adelie, Gentoo, and Chinstrap 

“Banded Penguins” - Galapagos, Humboldt, African, and 
Magellanic 

“Crested Penguins” - Fiordland, Royal, Macaroni, Rockhopper, 

Snares, and Erect-Crested 

Little 

Yellow-eyed 
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The Penguin Puzzle 
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- Calypso 
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